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Dave  O'Brien 

WHAT  DO  YOU  DO  WITH  DIRTY  SHIRTS? 

What  do  you  do  with  dirty  shirts? 

Of  course  shirts  smell  if  you  wear  them  too  much 

&o  I  wash  mine 

Sometimes  »  .  .  Tee  hee 

7T7T  *\  *v  **  *»  /*  «. 


Chris  Glenney 

THE  MANNEQUINS 

Hey  youi   Melvin-: 

How  do  you  like  my  dress? 

What  are  we  going  to  do 

with  him? 

Where 'd  that  saleslady  go  to? 

My  hair's  a  mess. 

Melvini 

Hear  them  speak 

Tall  frozen  shadowed 

Statuettes  of  plastics 

Stiff  eyes 

Hard  lips 

Cold  Lady  of  tine. 

See  the  madness 

grip  his  mind. 

Melvin  • 

******** 


Rosemary  Grocsi 

I  QUIT 

That  battered  old  bitch 

matched  my  image  of  witch. 

Her  voice  would  cackle. 

Her  nose  did  twitch. 

She  looked  my  way. 

My  spin  did  quiver. 

Up  my  back  it  cent  a  shiver. 

I  dropped  the  pizza, 

and  destroyed  the  sign 

that  caid  "We  Deliver." 

*•-*'-  ^  -j-  -v  *V*V  *  * 


Judy  Bel field 

ROOM  AND  BORED 

She  talked  on  and  on — 
life  is  boring 
there's  no  more  color 
my  days  are  all  the  same. 

Finally,  she  said, 

"There  are  no  more  thrills." 

He  snored. 


Scott  Speirs 

HOW  BEINGS  FROM  PLUTO  EXPERIENCE  DEFEAT,  ' 

OMISSION 
and/ or 
A  Tribute  to  the  Perseverance  of  Man 

The  circling  ship  above  us, 
Reveals  a  secret  plan. 
And  as  the  craft  approaches, 
We  prepare  for  it  to  land. 

And  as  we  board  the  craft, 
Seeking  our  cosmic  oasis 
We  realize  we've  been  mislead 
By  Plutonian  creations. 

And  as  the  tripeds  devour  us 
And  as  they  clean  their  teeth, 
We  sense  we  can  steal  victory 
From  the  mouth  of  our  def^st. 

For  Plutonians  can't  eat  marrow 
(or  cartilage  or  bone) 
And  as  the  creatures  slowly  choke 
We  laugh  aloud.  We 

head  for  home. 

v 


-1- 


Ctei®  Gl«MMy 


^iibmti    for    your  disapproval  : 


The  images    Mou  see   ©n    -this  page- are  r-©a/.    1)© 

Rot  try  to  adjust,  ibis  $>hezi  oP  fapr .  Theref3 
A    signpost  aheagi  uouv*  next    sfasp.** 

—-"Sic  Violent 2ionc" 


******** 
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Scott  Spelrs 


0  iSB^? 


OF     A,    CHfccmc    >^lf€  or      6eU€JUlME.Mr 

A  bearded  dog* 
(Wanting  to -bite.) 

Hatches  disorder* 
(Wanting  to  fight.) 

A   Attack  the  iw...rfter? 

(Lodging  to  bite.) 
Brink  lip  his  blood. 
•  (Longing  for  night.) 

B   Leaving  'hi®  nowhere. 
(Seeker  of  might,) 

C   A  beardless  dog* 

(Fearing  the  night*) 

A  The  questioning  of  possible  measures  that  would  change  (in  this 
case,  through  violent  Insurrectlotial  activity*) 

B  Mission  accomplished  oar  hero/ anti-hero  after  undermining  the 

existing  po^er  structure  he  so  despises  *  e  * 

G  How  finds  himself  in  similar  circumstances. 

******** 

J&ek  J«  B«sps§®y 
MXCH&EL  MOOSE  (OR,  THE  MORAL  IS) 


This  is  the  atery,  of  Michael  Msus®. 
As  it  was,  Michael  was  a  field  mms,®®* 
Be  made  his  heme  asi§seng@t  the  broker,  brick 
of  an  ©Id  abandoned  railway  station.  How 
Michael  did  ail  his  hunting  £@r  foe4 
across  the  railroad  tracks  in  a  gigantic 
open  field.  Tills  field  was  good  hunting 
ground,  as  a  great  variety  of  insects  and 
other  small  creatures  mulled  around  gei«tg 
about  their  pointless  lives* 

Things  were  going  well  for  Michael  as 
his  hunting  skills  were  becoming  sharper 
with  each  passing  4&j»     Michael  w&&   getting 
faster  arad  faster,  and  ate  better  and  bet- 
ter. However »  on  one  particular  day. 


Michael  was  a  step  slow  on 'his  way  back 
from  the  hunt. 

'  The  train  was  still  passing  as 
Michael  crawled  ever  the  second  track* 
Being  a  etap  slow,  he  had  his  tail  cut 
off.  Hot  wanting -to  leave  well  enough 
alone  for  awhile  »■  Michael  turned  and 
went  back  for  his  piece,  of  tail.  As 
he  peeked  back  over  the.^aii,  the  last 
car  p&&®®&   and  cut  off  his  head! 

The  moral  of  this  story  is  just  this: 
Mice,  as  well  as  men,  can  lose  t\ 
heads  over  a  piece  of  tail. 


******** 
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Stacy  Biedermann 

SUNDAY  MORNINGS 

No  way,  after  the 

Endless  headeache  I  have  today  I'll  never  have  another  beer  .  .  . 

Verify  that  for  me.  I  know  I've  caid  it  before,  but  I'n 

Ever  co  serious  thic  tine  .  .  . 

Really  I  am. 

.  .  .  next  weekend 
All's  well  here,  and  how  are  you?  Ya,  we 
Got  pretty  drunk  last  weekend, 

And  I  could  hardly  move  Sunday  morning  .  .  .  There's  a  party 
In  that  new  house  tonight  are  you  going? 
Never  fear,  I'll  be  there  .  .  .  ready  for  another  beer. 


J.J<j^uj<.lj. 


L-JU 


Judy  Belfield 


DRINKIN  TO  DO 


Len  Overcach 


SUPPER 


John  Reynolds  was  washing  the  chick- 
en parts  under  the  faucet,  cleaning  then 
for  cooking  on  the  grill,  when  he  heard 
the  gutteral,  buzzing  noise.   Instinct- 
ively, thinking  a  large  wasp  had  gotten 
into  the  house  and  was  buzzing  him,  he 
ducked  and  took  a  fast  look  around.   But 
the  origin  of  the  high-pitched  sound 
moved  from  the  open  kitchen  window  to  the 
open  patio  door  making  hin  realize  that 
it  was  an  outside  noise.   He  dropped 
the  chicken  in  the  sink  and  hurried  to 
the  sliding  screen  door. 

Another  tremor  rocked  his  soul,  one 
of  those  minor  earthquakes  of  his  world. 
Small,  single-engine  airplanes  continual- 
ly flew  overhead,  flying  too  low  usually, 
and  John  wondered  apprehensively  if  one 
hadn't  stalled  its  engine  and  was  gliding 
down,  propeller  whirling  futilely,  to 
crash  into  a  house.   Probably  his.   It 
was  a  thought  that  plagued  him  often  during 
the  long  summer.   They  lived  only  a  mile 
from  the  snail  airport  and  in  direct  line 
with  the  landing  strip.   Of  all  the 
houses  in  this  city  for  a  plane  to  crash 
into,  John  knew  his  was  the  one.   It  was 
fore-ordained . 

The  sky  was  empty  except  for  the 
cotton-ball  clouds  growing  overhead. 
John  listened  for  the  sounds  of  a  horrible 
wreck,  but  neighborhood  noises  didn't 
change  either. 

His  next  impulse  was  to  find  his 
eight-year-old  son.   Scanning  the  back 
yard,  he  saw  Keith  stalking  something 
near  the  garden  at  the  far  corner  of  their 
yard.   He  watched  his  son's  antics  for  a 
few  seconds,  relieved. but. puzzled.,  -then 


He  sauntered  in 

like  a  cowboy,  . 

his  bowed,  lanky  lege  gliding 

up  to  the  bar, 

tipped  his  invisible  hat 

and  sat. 

"Wow,  it's  Gary  Cooper," 

said  the  eyes 

of  every  female  in  the  place, 

but  he  didn't  hear, 

he  didn't  care — 

he  had  drinkin  to  do. 

Flutter,  flutter, 
everywhere  eyelashes  batted, 
averaging  better  than  Hani:  Aaron. 
Giggle,  giggle, 
sweet  bells  tinkled, 
competing  with  the  juke  box. 

Long  tall  Sally, 

in  a  too-red  dress, 

dragged  herself  in 

from  the  alley. 

Her  hair  didn't  know 

which  way  to  go, 

but  followed,  nevertheless, 

the  china-white  face 

and  huge,  limpid  eyes — 

bedroom-wise  and  languid. 

Smoke  cleared, 

and  the  old  "thousand  guitars" 

started  playing. 

A  cliche  hush  of  the  crowd, 

the  cowboy's  eyes 

met  Sally's 

and  said,  "Howdy- do." 

But  she  didn't  hear, 

she  didn't  care — 

she  had  drinkin  to  do. 


4*  *\  s\   *V  4\  4\ 
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returned  to  the  sink  and  his  chicken. 

Since  he'd  been  laid  off,  cooking.-- 
had  beenne  a. form  of  therapy  for  John, 

( continued) 
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Supper ,  continued 


though  eating  had  .  created  a  roll  around 
hie  middle.   He  felt  good  when  hie  wife 
and  con  enjoyed  his  food,  and  it  ruined 
hie  day  when  they  didn't.   And  barbequed 
chicken  was  his  forte.   He  imagined  him- 
celf  to  be  a  craftsman  with  chicken,  like 
a  glass-blower,  giving  it  the  proper 
amount  of  attention  with  the  correct  heat 
and  toolo.   The  trick  to  a  good  piece  of 
chicken,  like  a  good  painting  or  wood 
carving,  wac  patience  and  concentration. 

In  the  ten  yearc  he  had  been  married 
to  Ginny,  John  had  never  touched  a  pan — 
not  until  hie  employer  had  cloced  hie 
doorc  laet  fall  and  moved  out  of  the  state. 
Now ,  at  36 ,  with  a  working  wife ,  he  wac  a 
houce-huoband.  A  fairly  good  one,  he 
thought. 

He  lit  the  gae  grill ,  eet  the  level 
of  the  flame,  and  gently  placed  the  pieces 
of  chicken  on  the  metal  grill.  He  wac 
going  into  the  houee  to  get  hie  favorite 
book  when  he  heard  the  noiee  again,  and 
then  Keith  began  yelling  in  the  quiet  air 
and  running  pell-mell  toward  the  house. 

"Dadi   Dadi"  he  ecreamed  chrilly. 
"They  ehot  ne'   They  chot  me  with  a  ray 
guni" 

John  turned  around  and  watched  hie  son 
arms  and  legs  moving  in  a  blur,  come  tum- 
bling up  the  two  stepc  of  the  wooden  deck 
and  clump  on  the  seat  of  the  redwood  pic- 
nic table. 

"Who  shot  you?" 

"Them:"  Keith  said,  pointing  generally 
upward  at  the  eky.   John  noticed  that  he 
looked  genuinely  afraid. 

"Who,  con?" 

"Them  in  the  cpace  ship!" 

Another  tremor  rumbled  through  John's 
eoul.   The  boy  was  alwayc  imagining  ctrange 
thinge:   werewolves,  vampirec ,  or  just 
plain  monoters.  Ac  if  come  of  the  little 
kidc  in  the  neighborhood  weren1 t  moneterc 
enouCh.   John  cucpected  they  were  ucually 
plotting  to  do  Keith  hai"  becauee  of  hie 
athletic  ability.   They  were  worce  than  any 
outwardly  ecarred  Frankenetein;  they  were 
ccarred  in  their  gnarled  little  brainc. 

"What  cpace  chip?" 

"It's  gone  now,"  Keith  told  him. 
Keith  wae  chort  and  eturdy,  and  wac  doing 
wel 1  in  sporte ,  but  hie  imagination  bother- 
ed John,  who  added  it  to  hie  liet  of  thinge 
to  worry  about. 

John  ctarcd  directly  at  Keith  for 
ceveral  long  eecond3,  which  some time e 
worked.   Not  thic  time.   Keith  didn't  look 
away. 

"They  ehot  me."   Keith  held  up  hie 
left  arm,  a  thin  red  welt  otreaked  along 
an  inch  of  his  arm. 

"It  lookc  like  a  ccrape  to  me,"  John 
caid.   "Maybe  you  bruched  againct  the 
roce  buch  or  come thing." 

"Nope,"  Keith  caid  firmly.   He  began 
swinging  hie  feet.   "They  landed  in  the 


garden.   I  caw  them  and  eneaked  up,  but 
they  cpotted  me  when  they  came  out  and 
pulled  their  gunc.   They  got  me  a  cou- 
ple timec."  He  eh owed  two  more  of  the 
narrow,  puffy  welte  on  each  bare  leg. 
"But  I  got  one  of  them!" 

John  frowned.   "Where  ic  it?  What 
did  you  do  with  it?" 

"I  toeeed  it  in  the  epider'c  web. 
The  one  I  been  feeding  all  week.  You 
know,  one  of  thoee  big  yellow  and  black 
once  that  are  on  tomato  vinec." 

"Well,  however  you  did  thoee,  you 
better  go  in  and  waeh  them  off  and  put 
come  medicine  on." 

"Aint  core,"  Keith  anewered. 

John  jerked  hio  thumb  toward  the 
eliding  screen  door  and  Keith  got  up  elow-» 
ly.   Realizing  that  it  wac  time  for  the 
firet  check  on  hie  chicken,  he  raiced  the 
top  of  the  grill  and  each  piece  wae  given 
close  attention. 

Where  could  a  kid  get  ideae  like 
tiny  cpace  men  landing  in  the  garden — 
and  ehooting  at  him,  John  wondered.   From 
TVi  Where  elce?  He  remembered  they'd 
watched  an  old  "Twilight  Zone"  epicode 
laet  week  in  which  Agneo  Ifoorehead  had 
taken  a  broom  to  email  epacemen  who  turn- 
ed out  to  be  earth! inge  on  another  planet. 
They  had  ehot  her  ceveral  timee  too. 

John  shook  hie  head  in  worry.  Wae 
TV  influencing  Keith  to  an  extent  he'd 
not  imagined?   If  so,  what  chould  he  do 
about  it?  It  wae  another  tremor  in  his 
world. 

To  get  his  thoughts  from  Keith, 
John  decided  to  cut  a  fresh  salad  from  the 
garden. 

With  the  white  plactic  bowl  nearly 
filled  with  lettuce,  radishes,  cucumbers, 
and  onionc,  John  moved  down  the  row  of 
tomato  vince.  The  cpider,  unncrvingly 
large  and  brilliant  againct  the  green 
vinee,  wae  having  itc  own  cupper;  react- 
ing on  a  victim  wrapped  in  a  thick  maze  of 
cticky  web.   John  watched  it  eating,  fae- 
cinated  and  naueeated  at  the  eight  of  the 
ehort,  charp  fangc  driven  deep  into  the 
mummy- like  bundle.  Again  he  wondered  at 
the  interecte  of  hie  only  eon.   How  could 
a  boy  cpend  houre  feeding  a  horrible  crea- 
ture that  eucked  out  itc  victimc'  ineidec? 
Nacty,  nacty  thinge i   John  decided  to 
epray  the  bug  with  a  good  docc  of  Raid 
after  cupper. 

Then  eomething  hanging  on  the  very 
laet  etrandc  of  the  huge  web  glinted  in 
the  sun  and  caught  hio  eye.   Looking  clo- 
eer,  John  caw  a  email,  chiny  cpace-gun, 
juct  like  come  that  came  with  the  plactic 
Space  Patrol  figurince  he'd  gotten  Keith 
for  hie  birthday.   He  reached  out  to  pluck 
it  from  the  web  when  he  felt  a  etinging 
pain. 

A  thin,  red  welt  began  puffing  along 
the  outoido  of  hie  index  finger. 


******** 
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Jerry  Frfczar 


A  RIVER  FLOWS  AND  CHANGES  SELDOM 


An  object  in  notion  hac  a  certain 
amount  of  inertia.   It  tends  to  ctay  in 
notion,  or  co  the  ccientictc  cay.  That  is, 
unices  the  object  ic  acted  upon  by  cone 
other  force,  cone  kind  of  b~;king  poorer. 

A  jagged,  hellishly  hot,  broken  land- 
scape by  day.   It  burnc  into  your  censes. 
Sears  your  flesh.  At  day,  your  mouth  feelc 
as  hot,  dry,  and  dusty  ac  the  parched  dead 
land  that  so  nearly  cwallouc  you  in  its 
awful  immensity.  At  night,  it  ctrangles 
down  to  a  cold,  bitter  hole.  Your  breath 
freezec  on  your  cheeks  as  it  leaves  your 
nouth.   Your  breath  frosts  over  the  bolt 
action  of  ny  rifle  and  createc  a  danger 
that  it  night  jam,  co  I  only  peer  through 
it  every  ten  ninutes  or  so. 

Morning  will  cone  soon.  With  it, 
light  and  heat.  Much  heat  and  light. 
We've  been  sleeping  fitfully  under  the  dark 
sky.  The  thin  issued  blankets  don't  pro- 
vide nuch  warmth.  To  ny  back,  rise  an 
unfriendly  amy  of  hills  that  fade  off  into 
a  huge  spread  of  rugged  hills,  ahead  of  me, 
roughly  bisected  by  a  lonely  road  vending 
through  the  low  hills. 

Morning  will  cone  soon.   Our  eyes  try 
to  cut  through  the  velvety  darkness  that 
presses  in  on  us.   Our  ears  are  attuned  to 
the  sounds  of  no tore ,  signaling  tro 
transports,  tanks,  planes,  approaching  fron 
a  distance. 

The  norning  star ,  Venus ,  shines  bright 


STJ/1 


clear  through  the  crisp,  still  and  at 


yet  unspoiled  norning  air.   She  cite  in 
her  throne,  burning.  .  .  waiting  ... 

A  slight  nurnur  ic  rising.  The  few 
anongct  us  who  have  stolen  a  nonent  or 
two  of  sleep  are  stirring,  waking  fron 
soft  warm  dreams  of  life  back  home. 

These  young  men,  almost  boyc,  come 
back  to  the  cold  barren  hillc  their  lives 
have  led  them  to.  Their  pubescent  aware- 
ness of  the  local  politics  have  fired  them 
all  with  a  deep  red  anger  ...  they  all 
get  set  to  wait,  their  hands  on  their  guns. 

The  sky  to  the  east  ic  fading  from 
black  to  dark,  intense  blue,  to  a  growing 
red  stain.   Metal  clicks  solidly  againct 
netal ,  ac  rifles ,  norterc ,  and  grenade 
launch-r:  are  cleaned  and  checked  routine- 
ly.  I  clean  and  check  my  own  rifle,  and 
load  it.  A  full  clip  of  the  best  ammo 
available.  All  anno  is  rationed  stingily 
but  today  must  be  special.  We  all  have 
full  clips. 

The  sun  begins  to  rice  ac  I  force  down 
my  ckimpy  breakfast  of  dried  and,  dammit, 
only  partially  preserved,  rations.   We're 
all  getting  uced  to  it,  though,  even  the 
younger  ones  aren't  complaining  any  more. 

The  peaceful  beaj  ty  of  the  sunrise  in 
the  mountains  is  still  not  lost  on  us.  We 
aren't  hardened  against  the  calm  beautiful 
birth  of  the  new  day.   Reds  and  biuec  choot 


majestically  across  the  sky  and  shine 
down  on  the  land. 

Alertness  flowers  amongst  us,  pro- 
portionate to  the  amount  of  thick,  sweet 
Arabian  coffee  that's  been  brewed  over  the 
small,  smokeless  fires.  Ue  talk  hushediy 
and  puff  anxiously  on  stale  cigarettes. 

Suddenly,  a  murmur  ccreamc  across  the 
sky.  Everybody  tancec  up  inctantly.  A 
delicate,  coft  snarl,  a  growl,  floats 
gently  with  the  breeze.  The  sound  is 
ctill  very  faint,  very  far  away,  but  it's 
closing  in  rapidly. 

It's  the  enemy.  Their  trucks  and 
tanks.  A  guy  with  binoculars  points  down 
the  road  almost  to  the  horizon.  An  hour, 
away  on  that  road.  A  quiet,  sullen  ten- 
sion begins  to  build  as  the  column  ap- 
proaches. The  sounds  grow  louder,  inter- 
twined, convoluted.   Subtle  harmonies 
build  up  and  nelt  to  create  a  complex 
picture  in  the  nind  of  the  metal  and 
flesh  war  nachine  creeping  down  the  road. 

As  I  wait,  all  the  c>  usee  leading 
up  to  this  day  flash  through  my  mind.   The 
broken  promises,  the  broken  dreams. 
Strikes  made  by  one  side,  swiftly  and 
cruelly  countered  by  the  other.   Surprise 
midnight  raids  on  muniti  ~\n  dumps ,  factor- 
ies, hospitals.   Once  a  school  had  been 
bombed,  but  they  had  said  it  %/ac  due  to  a 
navigational  error.  They  had  apologized. 

We  hated  them,  for  good  and  legion 
reasons,  and  they  hated  us  in  rc-urn. 
And  we  turned  our  hatred  over  in  our  minds . 
as  they  must  have  been  doing,  and  mean- 
while, the  sound  of  the  trucks  grew  louder 
and  louder. 

Like  a  thin  metal  snake ,  the  column 
wind3  its  way  across  the  valley  floor.   As 
it  approaches  ur  positions,  ::o  :  .1   ..ttl  - 
into  confortable  firing  positions  with  our 
guns  in  place.   Prayers  are  hurriedly  cast 
off,  rifles  are  cocked.  The  truckc  inch 
towards  the  center  of  the  crocc-hairs  in 
the  eight  of  my  rifle,  and  .  .  . 

Mortarc  fire,  tremendoucly  from  juct 
behind  us.  We  start  firing.  Tires  squeal 
and  come  of  the  trucks  run  into  the  ditch. 
I  can  see  little  figures  running  out  from 
the  backs  of  the  trucks  and  heading  in  all 
directions,  looking  for  shelter,  for  a 
safe  place  to  shoot  from.   I  fire  and  in 
answer  I  hear  a  sound  like  that  of  a  cork 
gun  from  their  direction.   Some  of  the 
figures  lie  motionless  on  the  ground.   One 
of  the  trucks  explodes  like  a  Tonka  truck 
hit  with  a  sledgehammer.   Some  of  our  men 
have  been  hit.   I  hear  groans  of  pain  from 
nearby.   Down  below  a  cross-hair  matches 
up  an ':.   a  light  pressure  is  applied  to  a 
trigger.  Contact  is  made  and  a  small 
amount  of  powder  reacts  explosively.  A 
snail  pointed  piece  of  brace  and  cto  1  ic 
forced  out  of  a  cteel  tube  at  a  very  high 
velocity. 

(continued) 
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A  River  Flows  and  Changes  Seldom,  continues 


It  is  acted  upon  by  v  .rf-our  forces*  instant,  the  skull  is  penetrated  and 

Gravity,  wind.   Some  speed  is  lost.  shattered.   Innunurable  blood  vessels 

All  of  the  factors  affect  the  projec-  and  cells  are  reduced  to  pulp,  an  un- 
tile. Guide  it,  as  if  dovm  a  chute,  direct-  formed  mess.   Inertia  carries  it  into 
ly   t  •*.:'-_•:*  ,  tliv-s  cantor  :>f  -.7  -  *vJ.i-'  \'.   It  a  long  damp  streak  stretching  behind 
makes  contact.   In  a  gloriously  ^^:;>i,yt  the  unstrung  body. 


J»i'»  «.'-  «.'-«.*..  «.'  .  «.*. 


'?*** 


Jerry  Frazar 
REFLECTIONS  Oil  MEMOIRS  SHUCK  BY  A  DAMP  INNER  EYELID 


Part  B.   Eyeless  and  Bible  black 

moss  green,  cool  and  silent  light 
creeps  across  the  day 
sickness  upon  sickness 
didsolves  into  a  dew 
(oh  too  solid  fresh) 
precious  and  barely  felt 

the  stuff  of  this  life 

usually  leaves  a  sticky,  cour  film 

coating  the  teeth ,  gums ,  and  tongue 

collects  puss-like  in  the  corner  of 

clear  blue  peeper 

but  somevzhere  in  the  dense  caverns 

that  have  flown  like  seabirds  looking  for 

a  roost 
through  my  mind 
I  have  glimpsed,  sought  and  held 

occasionally 
c  flower  of  such  rare  radiance 
as  to  leave  the  nind  self  same  me  eye 
blank  and  slick  with  joy 
and  then  I  awake  from  the  dream 
to  a  dream  that  for  the  time  being  I  live 
and  what  I  see  around  me 
I  can  fit  into  the  teacup 
and  fill  the  crack 
and  hold  in  the  palm  of  my  hand 
for  but  an  hour 


the  mending  of  the  life  I  found  wanting 
for  the  lack  of  water  could  happen 
and  the  gossamer  tense  membrane 
that  keeps  me  me  and  in  my  place 
and  you  you  and  in  yours 
might  begin  to  shew  strain 
this  is  my  last  hope  (before  the  next  one 

I  hoDe) 


I  will  formulate  a  promise 

a  pact  with  my  art 

and  perhaps  state  it  (he's  seeing 

in  the  shadows  again) 

Please,  humor  any  obsession 

I  may  entertain 

just  because  I  entertain  properly 

chow  the  guest  polit-jr.^as 

doesn't  mean  he's  invited  to  bed 

That's  the  end  of  the  poem  I  guess 

sit  sit  sit  and 
think  think  think 
savage 

we  must  have  faith 

even  as  the  screen  dims 

and  the  heart  fades  to  blackness 


shapes 


******** 


Nancy  Lockhart 

FORWARDING  ADDRESS 

I  said  goodbye  to  tired  animals  that 

stare  from  papered  walls  around  my  bed. 

I  packed  my  books  in  boxes; 

took  a  last  look  at  the  half- dead  pine 

which  shades  my  western  window. 

There's  another  house  which  requires  me  now, 

xride  and  high,  set  back  far  from  the  road. 

Its  rooms  smell  like  old  libraries. 

I  shall  soften  the  -paces  there 

with  pots  of  geraniums,  fat  restful  chairs, 

and  the  glow  of  fire  strapping  the  hearth.    i 

The  bedrooms  will  welcome  my  children  and 

all  the  things  that  children  bring  and  ~  ave. 

******** 


My  husband's  hands  will  till  a  garden, 
hang  a  swing 

from  the  high  branches  of  the  backyard 
sycamore. 

I'll  make  the  kitchen  harvest-ready; 

baptize  it  with  spice  scents  and  chick- 
en soup  steam. 

A  house  with  its  pipes  and  wires  revived , 

wood  polished  mellow,  . 

a  lantern  ablaze  in  the  window. 


-7- 


Dave  O'Brien 


THE 


You're  quite  aware 
They're  always /there 
la  the  dark 

Beneath  the  .stairs 

You  quicken  four  ascending  pace 

To  find  the  light  where  dreara  erase 

They  reach  with  gnarled  hairy  hands 

Grasp  your  ankle©  like  istm  bands 

Then  there's  more  that  held  your  legs 

You  twist  sad  kicks,  cry'a&d  beg 

From  nowhere  they  reach  your  knee® 

You  fight  sad "fight  hut  eaa?t  break  free 

Suddenly— 

They're  tk@re  no  ssore 

You 'race  towards  freadoa's  door 

But  freedom  turns  t©  ghastly  shock 

To  find  the ' basement  door  is  locked 

Turn  and  look 

4s  you  feared    '  ' 

Step  by  step  they  get  nearer 

With  drooling  fangs  and  hungry  leers 

With  useless  cries  you  try  t©  plead' 

So  this -is  where  it's  all  to  lead 

To  sit 

Aod  wait 

For  them  to  feed 


******** 


Judy  Balflsld 


AimYS  THERE  MERE  HOLIDAYS 


The  sound  of  diihe.f„  clanking 

in  the  kitchen 

echoing  m&j  tx&m  isy  ear®, 

a  naff led  chorus 

of  ladles'  voices, 

aprons  tied  with  haphazard  hows 

over  their  smiles , 

a  chattering  joy 

akin  to  fighting  birds 

splashing  in  puddles 

and  scolding  the  mud-« 

a®  though  there  could  he  puddles 

without  said. 

X  hear  it, 

the  sound  ©f  yellow  holidays , 

the  division  of  nobility—' 

leonine  and  lying  languourously«»« 

from  the  cluck,  cluck  of  duty 

which  didn't  know 

it  was  a  '  lave  to  itself. 


Dave  0s Br ten 


mmfs 


Gold  are  the  drape®  which. cover  mj  windows 
Grey  is  the  world  ©utsidfc  seen  within 
led  Is  the  soul  which  harbors -ay  passions 

tmmp   blue  the  bottom*  the  endless ,  thm 

void 


******** 


AftJUAAAA 
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Judy  Bel field 


SIC  TRANSIT 


A  remembered  taste  of  avocado 

soft,  luscious,  warm 

a  tropic  excursion 

when  first  undertaken-- 

an  exo.uisite  walk 

on  damp,  brown  earth 

through  wet,  green- leafed  bushes 

brushing  bare  arms 

with  cool  drops  of  water 

condensed  from  the  humid  air. 

A  yesterday  kitchen 

shines  exotic 

for  its  treasures 

served  simply  on  earthen  plates, 

and  the  taste  of  avocado 

has  never  been  the  same. 

rf*  rt  Vfc  /v  /\  4\  4*  s\ 


Judy  Belfield 


Jerry  Frazar 

REAL  THE  DRAMA 

A  mad  dash 

A  group  rushes  madly  from  the  shadows 

Growing  at  the  edge  of  the  stage 

To  coalesce  into  a  scene 

A  tragedy  a  comedy 

Predestined  from  the  foundation  of  play 

The  mad  rush  melts  into 

A  noised  frantic  dance  (macabre) 


MARCH  HARE 

Up  and  down  the  street, 

racing  with  and  against  the  wind 

brittle  paper 

crinkly  and  crisp 

attached  to  thin  sticks , 

a  fragile  construction 

taken  by  a  gust 

into  the  high  branches 

of  a  heartless  tree 

which  will  not  give  up  its  hostage. 

The  pulling, 

the  too- soon  tear. 

A  game  begun  and  ended 

in  what  seems  only  a  moment. 

Have  you  noticed 

kites  are  made  of  plastic 

nowadays? 


The  actress  notices  a  child 
In  the  audience  waving  without  a  sound 
And  returns  the  compliment  without 
A  word. 

The  actor  pauses 

Tossles  his  hair  thus 

Finds  a  small  thread 

And  plays  the  silver  cord 

Fishing  through  the  audience 

Threading  through  their  hearts 

Till  a  singular  firm  place 

Tugs  the  line  taut 

The  play's  the  thing 

The  play  begins. 

******** 


Jack  Dempsey 


I  HAVE  FREEDOM 


Some  measure  success  by  what  one  owns,  from  one  lover  to  yet  another, 

I  though  have  seen  life  in  a  different  ...  and  the  borrow  it  brings, 

light. 

I've  known  concepts  wheich  most  only  fan-  I've  aged  but  a  few,  yet  feel  older  then 

tasize,  my  days , 

Mine  are  songs  and  stories  of  the  night.  Lookin  back,  I  see  ten  years  of  memories 
I  have  freedom  ...  I'll  save. 

Somehow,  I'll  always  regret  what  freedom's 
I've  lived  a  life  of  peace  and  free  love.  given  me, 

I  won't  live  forever,  so  I'll  take  it  But  time  walks  on,  and  I've  lingered  too 


whor.  I  can. 
Now  that's  the  road  that's  taken  me, 


long. 
Yes,  I  have  freedom, 
And  all  the  sorrow  it  brings 


•sViVvW?  ■&■&-&•& 
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Scott  Speirs 

MAN-MADE  MADNESS 
(dedicated  to  ny  robot) 

Metal  nan — 
Sw^atlcss ,  breathless, 
Monstrously  lifelike, 
Useless  nuisance, 
Forthwith,  worthless. 

Metal  machine — 

Deleted. 


Dave  O'Brien 

TWO  WITHERED  FLOWERS 

A  cloud  blotched  out  the  cun 

Sending  darkness  across  the  field 

Bringing  to  day 

Reeking  dead  evening , 

Two  withered  flowers  were  found. 


New  sprouts  will  ripen 

But  grayness  still  lingers,  even  in  fertile  soil. 
For  two  such  rare  flowers  will  ne'er  be  seen  again, 
The  field  forevermore  altered. 


Judy  Belfield 

REFRAI1T 

On  a  soft  night 
the  song  echoes  eastward 
and  caresses  the  cheek 
of  a  long-lost  son, 

the  same  lullabye 

the  red  man  heard 

when  the  fires  died — 

he  knew  the  melody 

his  fathers  oang 

to  the  Moon  of  Black  Butterflies, 

and  on  a  soft  night 
the  song  echoes  .  .  . 


f******* 


0  what  madness  doth  kill  in  Springtime 
As  all  are  splattered  with  the  blood 
of  its  sickness. 

******** 


Chris  Glenney 
HINDENBURG 


Hindenburg  big  and  bad  on  Jersey's  shore 
Routine  showoff  for  new  Newsreels 
Slower,  slower,  hesitation,  anticipation 

mouth-opening  roar 
An  instant,  a  flame,  a  bomb,  a  great  nation  kneels 
For  momentus  occasion  turned  nightmare  whore. 

********  Dave  O'Brien 

ANOTHER  LINE  OF  CARS 

A  line  of  cars  passed  by, 

A  somber  procession  down  the  ;  low  r?cd, 

And  I  wondered  to  myself 

Could  sixty  burning  headlights 

Light  the  way 

On  such  a  path  unknown? 


TJancy  Lockhart 

WHO  SHALL  REMAIN  NAMELESS 

Weeds  among  the  numbers 

mark  the  grave. 

The  digger  now  and  then 

comes  clearin1  sod, 

then  stops  to  tip  his  hat  to  God. 

Offers  up  a  prayer,  that  when 

himself  lies  there, 

a  child,  a  friend  will  think 

to  set  a  stone. 

The  digger  then  goes  on  alone, 

knowing  the  world' s  as  cold  as 

any  grave. 


******** 
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Carol  Kegarice 


THEY  17EVER  LEAVE  HOME 


Deep  within  the  Louisiana  swamp  the 
word  "time"  has  lost  its  meaning.   It's 
as  if  a  giant  hand  pulled  the  curtain  on 
the  play  of  progress,  forcing  the  actors 
to  remain  in  one  scene. 

Spanish  moss  hangs  from  the  gnarled 
trees  like  the  beards  of  grizzled  old  men. 
Bent  and  weathered  sentinels,  they  are 
fated  to  forever  keep  watch ,  protecting  the 
swamp  and  its  inhabitants  from  intruders. 

The  human  dwellers  of  this  isolated 
place  have,  through  years  of  in-breeding, 
become  a  species  all  unto  themselves,  as 
specialized  as  the  alligator. 

It  was  to  this  swamp  and  its  people 
Lana  LaClare  belonged. 

Deep  within  her  soul ,  Lana  knew  her 
new  life  was  only  temporary.  Yet,  like 
many  before,  she  relentlessly  pursued  her 
goals,  believing  she  .was  somehow  different, 
Lana  had  come  to  Hew  Orleans  for  a  better 
way  than  a  two-room  shack  supported  by 
stilts. 

Lana,  alth^u^h  an  artist  and  a  dream- 
er, had  a  very  practical  side.   She  knew 
her  talent  was  limited.   She  entertained 
no  ideas  of  becoming  world-f amous ,  or  even 
famous  in  the  city,  as   .many  of  her  con- 
temporaries did.   Lana  rented  a  very  cheap 
room  and  carefully  put  away  her  money.   She 
hoped  in  a  few  years  to  have  enough  to 
attend  nursing  school.   Lana  pictured  her 
small  dainty  frame  clad  in  a  white  uniform. 
It  would  compliment  her  dark  hair  and  eyes 
nicely.  After  completing  school,  it  would 
only  be  a  matter  of  time  until  Lana  met 
the  doctor  of  her  dreams. 


At  first,  Lana  was  content  to 


lell 


her  paintings  in  St.  Peter's  Square.   In 
the  steambath  of  summer,  Lana  set  her 
easel  beneath  a  tall  magnolia,  smiling 
sweetly  at  the  tourists,  old  ladies,  their 
cellulose  legs  flopping  along  beneath 
Bermuda  shorts ,  perspiring  conventioneers , 
wearing  the  standard  gray,  northern  busi- 
ness suits. 

As  tlvj  days  passed,  a  resentment  began 
to  grow  inside  Lana.  Why  should  these 
people  have  so  much?  Why  shoul  1  they 
travel,  sleep  in  the  Holiday  Inn,  when  she, 
Lana  LaClare,  had  only  a  one- room  apart- 
ment? Why  must  she  share  a  bath  and  kit- 
chenette with  five  other  people?  Why  did 
it  take  so  long  to  fulfill  her  drean?  The 
little  room  she  had  seen  as  a  new  beginning 
now  appeared  shabby  and  cheap,  each  crack 
in  the  plaster  became  a  mocking  finger. 

Lana  knew  there  was  a  way.   She'd  been 
told  it  often  enough  in  the  leering  eyes  of 
the  businessmen  and  sometimes  in  outright 
propositions. 

So  the  seed  planted  by  these  proposi- 
tions, watered  by  Lana's  resentments  and 
desires ,  began  to  grow. 


Lena' s  initial  shock  was  at  the  ease 
of  it.   Most  of  the  men  o^ly  wanted 
straight  sex.   It  was  over  so  quickly, 
a  few  seconds  of  heavy  breathing  and 
Lana  LaClare  was  fifty  dollars  nearer 
her  goal. 

Sometimes  there  were  different 
cases.   These  men,  Lana  handled  in  a 
special  way.   She  drew  from  the  steamy 
secrets  the  swamp  had  given  her,  an- 
cient secrets  of  whispering  promises 
as  the  wind  whispers  through  Spanish 
moss,  secrets  of  gentle  massages,  slow 
as  a  water  moccasin  gliding  through 
slimy  green  swamp  water. 

Lana's  painting  was  now  only  a  way 
to  meet  prospective  customers  for  her 
more  lucrative  business. 

Clouds,  dark  and  ominous,  were 
gathering  over  the  gulf  as  Lana  set 
up  her  easel.   This  would  be  her  last 
day  of  painting. 

At  the  same  instant  Lana  LaClare 
hung  her  first  painting,  Robert  Gordon 
was  loping  slowly  down  Bourbon  Street. 
Robert  had  realized  in  a  matter  of  mo- 
ments he  didn't  like  Bourbon  Street. 
The  smell  of  rotting  garbage,  stale  beer, 
and  human  urine ,  combined  in  a  permeat- 
ing odor  that  hung  like  a  nauseating 
cloud  in  the  close,  humid  air.   The 
sound  of  Dixieland  battered  his  brain 
cells  like  dice  in  a  shaker.   Periodical- 
ly, through  open  doors,  he  caught  glimps- 
es of  nude  dancers  beckoning  the  crowds 
to  enter.  Most  horrifying  of  all  were 
the  people.   Herded  along,  shoulder  to 
shoulder,  they  pushed,  "laughed,  and 
called  out.   Robert  hated  people.   He 
feared  them  in  large  numbers  with  an 
intensity  so  decr>   it  made  him  want  to 
leash  out,  to  shove  them  aside  and  run» 

The  only  thing  Robert  feared  more 
than  crowds  was  loneliness.   Sometimes, 
the  awful  gnawing  loneliness  drew  Robert 
into  situations  he  abhorred.   This  lone- 
liness had  reached  new  peaks  since  his 
mother's  death  three  months  before. 

Robert  realized,  at  forty-five, 
time  was  critical.   He  had  to  find  a 
companion,  loving  and  gentle  as  his  moth- 
er, but  able  to  fulfill  the  sexual  fan- 
tasies that  were  becoming  such  a  large 
part  of  his  existence. 

Relieved,  Robert  reached  the  end 
of  Bourbon  Street,  he  turned  and  headed 
toward  the  tall  steeple  of  St.  Peter's. 

When  she  ecu  him,  he  was  looking 
over  her  paintings  carefully,  as  if 
genuinely  interested.   Lana  gave  him 
her  widest,  guaranteed-to-ploase,  tourist 
smile. 

"I  really  like  your  work."  His  eyes 


(continued) 
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They  Never  Leave  Hone,  continued 

were  coft.   They  reminded  Lena  of  a  deer 
she'd  once  seen  a  picture  of. 

"Thank  you.   I  mostly  paint  childhood 
scenes." 

"You're  fron  tile  swamp."  Thic  seemed 
to  excite  him. 

"That's  right.   Lived  there  all  my 
life." 

"Hey,"  he  continued  on  in  an  excited 
voice,  "I  dreamed  when  I  came  here  of 
meeting  a  real  Cajun  girl.   Do  you  think 
you  could  go  to  dinner  with  me?   I'm  only 
here  two  dayc  and  it  would  mean  co  much 
to  me  to  have  dinner  with  a  beautiful 
lady." 

"Typical,"  thought  Lana,  "thinkc  I 
know  come  voodoo  to  cure  hie  fortyich  im- 
potence.  Well,  maybe  I  do." 

"That  coundc  okay,"  che  caid  aloud. 
"I  think  it  will  ctorm  anyway,  co  why  don't 
we  make  it  an  early  evening?" 

A  delighted  Robert  Gordon  helped  Lana 
gather  her  art  cuppliec,  all  the  while 
talking  excitedly  of  hie  marvelouc  job  ac 
a  chemist  in  Indiana,  the  amount  of  money 
he  made,  ac  if  he  were  celling  himcelf  and 
plying  Lana  with  quectionc  about  her  Cajun 
upbringing. 

The  convercation  continued  along  the 
came  linec  at  dinner.   Lana'c  head  began 
to  pound  and  che  wiched  he'd  get  to  the 
point. 

"Would  you  like  to  cee  come  Polaroid 
cnapchotc  I  took  thic  morning?  Maybe  you 
could  paint  from  come  of  them." 

"Fine,"  wac  Lana'c  only  comment. 

Incide  the  ctandard  Holiday  Inn  room 
with  itc  mucty  motel  cmell,  he  began  to 
ccem  calmer. 

Looking  over  the  picturec ,  hie  eyoc 
t  ok  on  the  coft,  deer-like  quality. 

"Sometimec,"  che  cpokc  clowly,  weigh- 
ing each  word,  "I  have  problemc.   You  know, 
with  women.   They  want  to  ruch,  ruch,  ruch 
me  I " 

"It  will  be  fine,"  Lana'c  voice  wac 
coft  and  lilting.  Her  hand  touched  hie 
leg.   She  felt  truly  corry  for  thic  wict- 
ful  man. 

"Have  you  been  with  a  lot  of  men?" 
He  frowned  in  a  curiouc  way. 

"Not  co  many." 

"I  want  you  to  have  been  with  a  lot 
of  men  1"  The  cornerc  of  hie  mouth  dropped 
to  a  cneer,  the  eyec  eud':enly  hard. 

"So  that'c  your  game,"  che  thought. 
Her  fcelingc  of  c  mpaecion  evaporated  ae 
the  morning  mict  evaporates  with  the  hareh 
cun. 


"live  been  with  hundreds  of  ncn#M 
"Tell  me  about  it."  He  was  re-" 
moving  hie  clothee  ac  Lana  began  to 
cpeak.   She  felt  the  power  begin  to  seep 
through  her.   Lana  LaClare  took  control 
with  her  mind,  her  mouth  and  her  hands. 

Ricing  from  the  bed,  Lana  began  to 
drecc   She  remembered  there  had  been 
no  price  agreement  and  hoped  che  could 
handle  the  cituation  without  embarrass- 
ment. 

"Where  are  you  going?"   Robert's 
voice  came  cleepily  from  the  bed. 

"I  have  to  leave  now." 

"But  you  can't!" 

There  wac  a  warning  note  in  the 
decperate  tone  that  gave  Lana  the  im- 
preccion  che  chouldn't  quibble  over 
price — juct  chalk  it  up  to  experience. 

"I  have  an  early  day  tomorrow," 
her  voice  wac  calm  and  even. 

"No:"  He  wac  out  of  bed.   "You 
can't  leave  me.   You're  mine.   I  met 
you  juct  ac  I  knew  I  would,  and  you 
have  to  ctay  " 

Lana  began  to  back  toward  the  door. 
Incide  her  head  che  caw  a  cno\/y  egret 
floating  above  peaceful  water c.   One 
word  formed  in  her  mind,  "home." 

"I  want  to  go  home."  Lana  knew 
her  own  wordc  were  true.   The  drcamc  of 
the  doctor  no  longer  mattered.   The  re- 
ality of  the  cnoxry  egret  had  taken  their 
place. 

"Bitch i   Whore i" 

Each  word  wac  accompanied  by  a  re- 
sounding blow  to  Lana'c  face.   At  firct, 
che  tried  to  fight,  for  Lana  LaClare  wac 
a  cwamp  girl,  and  che  fought  bravely, 
but  che  wac  email ,  and  no  match  for  in- 
canity.   Robert  Gordon' c  handc  cloced 
around  her  throat,  and  Lana  drifted  to 
meet  the  cnowy  egret. 

Later  that  night,  Robert  carried 
the  limp  body  of  Lana  LaClare  to  'hie 
rented  car.   He'd  taken  the.  time  to 
chart  the  drive  on  the  road  map.   Robert 
wac,  after  all,  a  very  careful  pcreon. 
It  didn't  take  ae  long  ae  he  expected  to 
reach  the  cwampc.   With  concideration 
and  kindnecc,  Robert  Gordon  deposited 
Lana  LaClare' s  remains  in  the  cwamp  she'd 
never  really  left. 


******** 


Jerry  Frazar 

HAIKU  14  &  35 

Studentc  whirl  by 

A  ruch  of  red  hair  fluehej 

A  hole  eweet,  empty 


******** 
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Judy  Belfield 


Yolanda  Wolz 


CITY  LOTS 

City  honlcc 
in  the  morning, 
way  way  off      . 
in  a  dream. 

Near  the  pi  actio  windows- 

of  a  Lego  ckyecraper 

a  fly  iJ  clinbin — 

or  naybe  it's  a  spider 

ccalin  the  walls, 

wantin  to  nate  with  fane, 

chew  up  itc  nane 

with  cone  kinda  relich 

(not  pickle) a 

How  d'ya  nake  a  dent 

in  thic  town 

with  itc  cteel  cidec 

and  iron  gutc — 

you  with  only  a  flech  foot 

and  clay  fingera  ... 

Out  in  the  lotc 

surrounding  Cocnopolic, 

kick  the  duct  between  the  weeds 

and  hope  your  foot  don't  bleed 

fron  beer-bottle  regains — 

watch  a  cnall  cloud  rice 

and  fall. 

******** 


SURE  ENOUGH 

Sure  enough 

I'n  a  space  buff 

not  a  human  race  buff, 

wouldn' t  ya  know 

to  Sirius  I'd  go 

to  find  love  of  a  kind 

that  really  blows  your  nind. 

How  could  ya  take 

the  inferior  human  make 

of  an  earthly  guy 

Sirians  don't  nake  you  cry. 

Sure  enough, 

I'n  a  space  buff 

not  a  hunan  race  buff. 

Who  needs  fast  cars 
when  I  can  see  the  stars  . ... 
and  Andromedus 
was  nade  for  us. 

Space  princess,  ny  role 
honeymoon  in  a  black  hole 
happy  for  eternity 
or  to  the  end  of  the  galaxy, 

******** 
Rosenary  Grossi 


Sue  Chervcn 


ENLIGHTENMENT 


THE  DARKNESS  DESCENDS  AROUND  US 

The  darkness  descends  around  us , 

and  casts  an  eerie  haze 
upon  the  road  we  travel.   It's 

getting  late  (it's  11  p.n. )  and  our 
destination's  unknown — while  our 

nindc  continue  to  search 
for  a  temporary  place  to  ctay 

We  must  endlessly  travel,  never 
ctop,  for  cur  recti ecc  coulc 
grow  uneasy;  the  feel  of  ground 
beneath  our  feet  soothes  the  nerves 
and  gives  us  peace. 

The  path  rises  up  to  neet  us, 

there's  no  end  in  sight.  Somehow  .  .  , 
Somewhere  ...  I  can  feel  it  in  my  bones- 
that  our  journey's  end  will  coon 

enough  appear,  and  we  will  be 
loathe  to  give  way  to  the  end,  co 

uced  to  travel  are  we.   So 
let  the  darkness  deccend 

and  cact  itc  haze — the  road 
re"-1- nine  our  home„ 


Mere  microscopic  particles  of  duct 

in  the  eyec  of  the  univcrce. 

Like  the  duct  we  trample  beneath  our 

feet, 
indiscriminately,  without  thought, 
Yet  we  chout  to  destiny-- 
Recognise  ME 
I'M  important I 
For  all  our  ef forte , 
Art  and  science, 
We  simply  wait  for  death. 

******** 
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Rosemary  Grocci 


R.E.Mo 


Judy  Belfield 


There  is  a  sleeptime  place  we  if.ll  can  go 

to  vie it  any  tine  of  day  or  night 

a  place  where  little  lost  memories  flow 

avoiding  cencing  guilt  of  wrong,  or  right 

bringing  the  unattainable  into  eight 

let  go,  no  one  else  will  know,  co 

watch  out:   the  other  cide  of  you  will  chow 

hold  tight  ac  adventurouc  wings  take  flight 

There  are  no  nighttime  rules  or  infractions 
nor  need  of  cpent  archaic  traditions 
no  fear  of  lust  subduing  attractions 
let  go  of  all  pent-up  inhibitions 

No  one  needs  a  prearranged  plot  or  scheme 
to  live  out  their  fantasy  in  a  dream. 

******** 


Dave  O'Brien 

SCREAM 

Scream 

What  sees  the  keeper  2   Time 

Life  in  the  gray  matter  pages 

Of  the  modern  philosopher 

Bleeding  from  reasonable  rationalism 

Scream 

What  sees  the  keeper  of  Time 

Death  in  the  political  arena 

Words  become  lions 

Souls  are  devoured  by  rhetoric 

Scream 

Neo- religion 

Of  identity  sacrifice 

All  to  be  me 

Rural  town  sadness 

City  blues  tragic 

Scream 

Contact  dead  souls 

Ancient  nymphs 

Casting  spells  over  mad  cities 

Where  wild  muses  play 

Frenzying  fun 

And  belief  in  new  hope 

Scream 

For  the  rise  of  the  Phoenix 

Fire  of  rebirth 

******** 


OH  WAKIITG 


Bright  morning  sunlight 

filters  through  the  crack 

where  the  curtains  meet, 

a  fat  ribbon  of  light 

full  of  dancing  dust, 

creating  a  slanted,  transparent  wall 

in  front  of  the  plastered  one 

where  shadows  hang 

like  ancient  wallpaper. 

Brilliant  light  and  vague  g'h  fL 

hold  hands  this  day, 

this  morning, 

as  sleep  wakes  from  dreams 

and  cannot  tell 

yesterday  from  tomorrow. 

A  memory  slips  in 

and  slides  out 

like  an  envelope  under  the  door: 

a  message  from  the  past 

I  cannot  read — 

a  privileged  moment, 

I  suspect, 

without  embroidery  or   invention, 

without  joy. 

******** 
Dave  O'Brien 

MST  ROOM  OF  GRAY  DAYS  SPE1IT 

Gray  from  outside,  inside  spent 
Reflect  a  room  in  disarray 
The  forgotten  words  of  one  moment 
The  clock  rolls  by  the  time  ^f  day 

Clothes  lay  strewn  below  my  feet 
Testimonials  of  amused  irritation 
Odor  of  body  trapped  in  sheets 
Windows  fogged  with  condensation 

Fading  walls,  visions  of  green 
Oose  like  burning  flesh,  or  reptile  skin 
While  shelfless  books  create  a  scene 
Below  dirty  light  bulbs  glowing  dim 

Here  I  lie  in  ttanomutation 
Amongst  the  clutter  of  gray  days  spent 
A  transitory  feeling  of  elation 
Frustrations  from  their  roots  are  rent 
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Behind  me  as  I  close  the  door 

I  leave  these  things  to  touch  no  more 

******** 


Yoianda  Welz 
SAFETY  ZOITE 

I  wonder  what  people  think 

of  the  girl  sitting  in  the  corner. 

She  keeps  to  herself.  :-. 

Never  intruding  on 

the  people  around  her. 

She  doesn't  dare  ctep  into 

their  worlds  for  fear  of 

rejection 
****************** 

The  Plasno  three  feet  around 

my  universe  nade  up 

of  one  girl  and  a  billion  screams. 

I  call  out  for  help 

but  the  words  just  bounce  back 

off  the  plasticene  walls. 

I  reach  out. 

Writ. 

It  was  my  cocoon 

where  I  hid  waiting  for 

Janis  Ian  at  17  and  me 

to  blossom  into  a  beautiful  soul, 

Wow  I  can't  seen  to  tear 

down  the  walls  trapping  rae.   _ 

,****************** 

It's  so  dark  in  here, 

but  I  see  the  light  switch. 

It's  just  beyond  ny  reach. 

Ste  .ping  through  the  barriers 

causes  a  painful  electro chock 

meant  to  keep  out  those 

who  would  beat  ne  senseless. 

I  reach  out  to  touch  someone        < 

like  a  telephone  commercial 

but  the  operator  can't  place  the  cal" 

without  a  number  of  someone 

outside  the  safety  zone. 

If  only  someone  would  reach  in. 

*"v  7T>*  7C  4\  f\  /*  /» 

Judy  Bel field 

SOLO  CHORUS 

Stars  covered  over 
By  the  mammoth  shadow 
Of  an  unnamed  thing, 
Obliterated  moonlight — 
No  love  songs, 
No  secret  fantasies 
Or  fanciful  dancings- 
Only  the  blackness, 
Oppressive  air, 
Warm,  humid, 

Breathing  down  the  spine, 
Slowly. 

"Light!   Light i" 
A  desperate  voice 
Shouts. 

A  chorus 

Louder  than  the 

Mormon  Tabernacle  Choir, 

Returns: 

"Pipe  down,  kiddo, 

You  aint  alone." 


J.  Scott  Helm 

CAN  YOU  WRITE  TO  SOLVE  PROBLEMS? 

Does  putting  ink  to 
Paper  end  it? 

Will  problems  stop  existing 
or  find  omewhere  new  to  hide?  y 
We  can  only  hope. 
For  too  often  it  just  lifts 
its  head  to  laugh. 
It  knows  that  nobody  cares.       ; 
Because  Johnny  can't  read        j 
much  less  understand. 

But,  I  am  not  Johnny 
nor  are  you. 
So  we  must  continue, 
to  stand  with  pens  in  hand 
returning  the  laughter. 
It  is  the  only  chance  we 
have  for  j 

victory:  \\  -\ 

********   .    i 

i 

Yolanda  Wolz 

HIDING 

I'm  hiding  in  a  closet 
where  nobody  will,  find  ne, 
I've  been  here  a  long  tine. 
Ever  since  I  realized  that 
I  had  sonething  to  hide. 


I  was  quite  young  when 
I  noticed  sonething  wrong. 
I  saw  things  differently. 
Couldn't  seen  to  nake  nyself 
Into  who  I'm  supposed  to  be. 

I  can't  tell  you  the  truth 
without  losing  your  respect. 
How  can  I  live  with  me? 
I'm  certainly  not  honest 
about  who  I  really  am. 

I  think  I'll  stay  here 
in  the  closet  where  it's  safe. 
I  still  need  time  to  think. 
I'm  scared  of  what  will  happen 
when  I  do  come  out. 

******** 
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******** 


Dave  0' Brian 


Yolanda  Wol'i 


I  ALONE 

I  alone  occupy  this  space  in  tine 
I  alone  live  in  ny  sbsolute  drean 
I  alone  must  fight  the  oppression;  which 

cradle  in  the  darkness  to  claw 

at  ny  brain;  and 
I  alone  will  walk  to  ny  grave 

Eut  the  touch  of  your  warn  hand 
Reassuring  words  fron  your  snile; 
A  nonent  to  listen 
Monentc  to  glance 
A  chance — Beyond 
I'll  cit  where  I  can 
Living  for  living 
At  least  .  .  . 

For  awhile 


JU  .A..J-.  fc'..  .AmA.  JL.  JU 


Ro senary  Grossi 


I'M  SCARED 

I'n  scared  and  I 

feel  like  running,  running  away 

I  nust  be  running 

a  tenperature  too. 

I  feel  a  fever  of  one-oh-two. 

I  see  the  f lanes 

all  around  ne  burning 

burning  ny  flesh. 

You  can' t  see  then  on  ne„ 

Look  at  ne. 

Can  you? 

Look  hard,  but  sec 

nothing,  nothing  of  who 

I  really  an. 

Sensitive  to  the  extreme 

caring,  though  it  doesn't  seen 

like  I  really  see  you. 

It' s  hard  to  do 

looking  out  through  the  fire 

ny  eyes  burning 

burning  ny  soul. 


GROWTH 


•kick-Mri'rk* 


I  used  to  live  with  great  anticipation, 

always  stretching  ny  neck  to  see 

around  the  next  curve, 

straining  the  harness  inposed  by  tine, 

anxiously  awaiting  the  newness  of 

fresh  experience,  then 

quickly  crunpling  it  up, 

I'd  toss  it  aside 

like  a  used  gun  wrapper. 

The  flavor  gene,  it  got  hard  to  chew. 

Spitting  it  out  I'd  start  anew. 

Disillusioned,  disappointed, 

I  rested  awhile,  finally  realising 

it  felt  good  longing  for  no  nore  than 

a  beautiful  view 

a  fresh  breeze 

the  tingle  of  a  snowflake  on  ny  check. 

How  I  love  to  savor  the  flavor  of  each  no. 

lingering  lusciously, 

carressing  each  event. 

Intent  on  knowing  it  fully 

as  in  a  lover's  union 

enjoying  intercourse  briefly, 

then  letting  go    gently 


Dave  O'Brien 


Dave  O'Brien 

COMMEN-tary 

Desecrated  ant  hill,  beautiful  city, 
naked,  decaying.  All  colors  are  child- 
ren, bleeding,  open  soulful  eyes,  tears, 
death,  reaches  out  to  the  bureaucratic 
sniling  cigar.   Soft  life.   Working  hard 
for  life's  sinple  materialistic  ideology. 
Status  synbols.  Cadillacs  and  pay  TV. 
Late  night  laughing  legs.   Seeking  re- 
fuge in  another's  arns.  Seeking  truths 
that  are  always  there,  never  to  be  foundc 
Answers  i  Answers ;  What  were  the  ques- 
tions? Young  ninds,  confused,  betrayed, 
Forced  to  have  their  own  ninds  with  scne- 
body  elae's  thoughts.   Creativity  wasted 
•nt,   for  the  principles  of  noney.   Oh 
beautiful,  schizophrenic  people.   Laugh- 
ing, crying,  all  in  the  sane  sentence. 
Life  is  soft,  living  is  hard:   Stay 
young,  do  drugs.  Vacuun  clear,  er  Valiun 
blues.   Just  a  touch  of  vodka  to  create 
the  nood.   Stay  sleek,  don't  grow  old. 
Keep  purpose,  everybody  serves  a  purpose* 
Purpose  serves  everybody.   It's  a  parody 
folks.   Everybody  changes  the  station, 
and  is  disgusted  by  the  sane  picture. 


RAINDROPS  AND  GLOOM 

Disquieting  gloon 
Trapped  inside  a  raindrop 
The  ground  is  sullen 


4\   'V  4<  t\   <\ 
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Judy  Bclfield 


Nancy  Lockhart 


THE  UPPER  HAND 


TO  D.  H.  LAWRENCE 


On  a  page  in  a  magazine 
my  words  cit 

like  the  rocks  at  Stonehenge 
keeping  their  cecretc. 

John  Smith' c  soul 

ic  exposed  on  the  facing  '*; age 

hie  cine  and  virtues  collected 

into  well-ordered  linec 

that  stack  together  neatly 

like  those  plastic  vegetable  bint 

everybody  wants  but  nobody  buys 

I  close  the  magazine. 
Smith's  soul 
smothers  my  secrets. 


In  come  finely  executed  English  garden 

I'll  not  find  you, 

But  rather  in  the  twilight 

Fading  from  the  wild  violet's  eye, 

Or  there  against  the  night-heart  of  the 

rose 
Among  the  thorns ,  the  scars , 
The  hidden  stars,  vzhich  only  poets  know, 
It's  there  I'll  go 
Guided  by  a  tusk  of  moon, 
Hint  of  hushed  purple, 
Haunt  of  crickets'  dirge, 
Or  that  far  away  piano, 
Softly  soft 
As  a  mother's  kiss  ... 

******** 
Judy  Belfiold 


Dave  O'Brien 

SERIOUSLY?  WITH  110  CONCLUSIONS 

If  you  read  what  I  wrote 

Could  you  take  it  seriously? 

Or  would  you  just  see, 

some  shy,  stupid  kid 

hands  in  pockets 

shrugging  shoulders? 

Do  you  feel  you  have  something  to  say 

If  its'  said  by  somebody  else? 

Or  ic  nothing  to  be  said? 

You  can  take  a  new  face 

From  the  laser  picture  disc  show 

Steel  ic  so  cold  and  impersonnl 

The  way  it  reflects  your  eyes 

Are  we  ready  to  challenge  a  game  of  death? 

How  can  I  judge? 

Hot  sure  hox.7  I'm  judged?  • 

Would  you  see  some  shy,  stupid  kid? 

Hands  in  pockets 

shrugging  shoulders 

Or  would  you  see  something  elco? 

If  I  were  to  rape  your  words 
It's  my  ovn  damn  business 

******** 

Stacy  Biedermann 

CLOSE  YOUR  EYES: 

Those  baby  blues  just  make  me  melt, 

like  a  popsicle  on  a  sunny  day. 

They  take  me  on  a  journey 

into  a  world  of  passionate  play. 

They  make  me  feel  so  wonderful 

and  in  such  a  special  way. 

Please  close  your  eyes, 

if  you  may — 

or  I'll  drown  in  them 

and  float  away. 


SOME  LITERARY  tftGAZUTES 

Vague  lines 

that  seem  to  tell  something-- 

obscure  phrasings 

devoid  of  lushncss 

taunting  simplicity 

looking  down  their  sophisticated  noses'' 

at  concrete  visions. 

Pristine  portraits 

carefully  delineated 

as  though  drawn  from  algebraic 

equations 
cleaned-up  souls 
dusted  daily  for  traces  of  gut 
and  presented  like  hospital  walls 
stark,  green,  antiseptic  ... 

What  do  I  know? 

I'm  just  a  hick  frcn  Iowa 

whose  mother  was  a  waitress. 

******** 

Kim  Scholl 

WHAT  DOES  SHE  THINK? 

What  does   she  think 
she's  doing? 

Putting  her  hand  on  his. 
And  now 

What  does  she  think  she's  doing 
Kissing  his  cheek  like  that? 
Who  does  she  think 
She  is 

Staring  into  his  eyes? 
Doesn't  she  know 
I  still  love  him?  | 

******** 
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******** 


IJancy  Lockhart 


Dave  O'Brien 


TI-IE  SUN  RISES 


The  sun.  rices  up  cut  of  winter 
illuminating  cone  ancient  giant' c  tec.rs 
run  down  in  rivuletc  upon  the  window. 
Her  breath  paint c  pa tt erne  of  wisdom 
an  the  vail. 
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Scott  Speirc 

POEM  1983 

Descending  amid  a  cteel  cloud 
Along  the  grey  horizon 
With  a  distant  thunder,  cane 
A  chip  of  vact  dimensions. 

It  was  the  proni ced  coning. 
The  Lord  of  all  erection 
Beckoning  ue  fron  the  future 
(The  God/Man  incarnation) » 

Seer  of  pact  and  present,  of 
Martyrc ,  saints  and  cinnerc 
Inquiring  if  I'd  ctep  aboard  anc 
Taste  the  cosnic  visions. 

Then  I  saw — in  an  instant ^ 
Frees  ... 
Fron  the  past. 

My  Uncle  Joe 

And  Aunty  Flo 

John  the  Baptist  and 

St.  Francis 

Leonardo,  H.  G.  Wells 

Wordsworth,  Joyce  and 

Tintoretto 

Augustine,  the  twelve  apostles 

Mr.  King  and  Aristotle 

Honect  Abe 

The  Virgin  Mary,  and 

Talk  of  Michael angel o 

White  on  white 

Bathed  in  lip.ht. 
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WATCHING 

I  cat  atop  the  hood 

Of  a  ghost  of  a  Chevrolet, 

Stricken  with  the  cancer  of  rust, 

Pen  in  hand, 

Acknowledging  the  peace. 

Unseasonable  warnth  of  a  1st  of  Ilr.rch. 

Breathing  in  a  liquid  breeze 

Hint  of  a  chill,  sensation. 

A  black  dog  lawn  ornament 

Reclined,  chest  heaving  in  contenplation, 

At  once  a  Plato,  or  Buddha, 

Then  a  rogue 

Too  lazy  to  work  for  his  psy. 

Insects  emerge, 

Claiming  the  air  of  their  new  existence. 

Two  cats  lay  hypnotized  by  sunshine. 

Azure  sky  background 

Crow- sprouting  treec, 

Where  lonely,  dried  children 

Refuce  to  leave  their  mothers  branches. 

"And  where  do   you  fit  in?" 

Sone  dictant  ego  inquired. 

I  refuse  to  breathe, 

melting  into  the  coil. 

J.  Scott  Helm 


AFFAIRS 

I'm  overwhelmed  with  I  and  me. 

It  chould  be  you. 

Or  the  best  would  be 

uc  and  we. 

Let  uc  do  our  beet. 

For  we  can  do  it. 

It  ic  up  to  you, 

I  have  done  all  that  ic 

capable  of  me. 

My  mind  ic  under  attack. 

Why  ic  all  thic  happening  to  me? 

All  I  want  ic  a  simple 

emotional  life. 

IIo  need  for  highs. 

What  ic  wrong  with 

en  even  keel? 

Isn't  the  only  difference 

between  fiend  and 

friend  the  letter  "r"? 

So  are  you  my  friend? 

That  ic  all  I  ask. 
I'm  bored. 
Ac  tired  ac  can  be. 
It  takes  more  than  I  thought. 
Doing  my  best,  which  is  better 
than  moct. 
You  do  inspire, 
but  for  all  the  wrong  reasons. 
Is  thr.t  so  bad? 
When  you  are  co  good. 
My  emotions  are  afire. 
This  is  the  ceacon 
you  have  made  me  glad. 
My  heart  ic  feeling  ac  it  should. 
Come  as  you  are. 

IIo  longer  will  I  admire  from  afar. 
And  soon  we  will  have  to  pass  out 

cip.ar. 
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word  eater 
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